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fully used, the instrument loses the sense of weight
and seems to carry you forward by its own smooth,
almost instinctive motion. It is like an extension
of yourself, with a touch as fine as the brush of a
butterfly's wing and a stroke as bold and resistless
as the sweep of a cataract. It is no longer a clumsy,
blundering, dead thing, but as obedient as your
hand and as conscious as your touch. You seem
to have developed a new member, far-reaching,
with the edge of a scimitar, that will flick of! a daisy
or fell a forest of stalwart grasses.
And as the intimacy grows you note how the
Action simplifies itself. The violent stabbings and
discords are resolved into a harmony as serene as a
pastoral symphony. You feel the rhythm talcing
shape, and as it develops the body becomes captive
to its own task. You are no longer manipulating a
tool. You and the tool have become magically one,
fused in a common intelligence, so that you hardly
know whether you swing the scythe or the scythe
bears you forward on its own strong, swimming
stroke. The mind, released, stands aloof in a sort of
delighted calm, rejoicing in a spectacle in which it
has ceased to have a conscious part, noting the bold
swing of the body backwards for the stroke (the blade
lightly skimming the ground, as the oar gently
flatters the water in its return), the delicate play of
the wrist as the scythe comes into action, the " swish "
that tells that the stroke is true and clean, the
thrust from the waist upwards that carries it clear,